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Life is a pure flame, and we live by an invisible Sun
within us.

The race of delight is short, and pleasures have
mutable faces.

Tread softly and circumspectly in this funambulatory
track and narrow path of goodness.

Afflictions induce callosities, miseries are slippery,
or fall like snow upon us.

In seventy or eighty years, a man may have a deep
gust of the world ; know what it is, what it can afford,
and what it is to have been a man.

I am not so much afraid of death as ashamed thereof:
'tis the very disgrace and ignominy of our natures.

The world, which took but six days to make, is like
to take six thousand to make out.

Another seventeenth-century writer, Samuel Butler,
the author of Hudilras, was a deliberate writer of
aphorisms; his works contain a collection of them, and
though they are of no great interest or importance, there
are among them at least two which may be quoted :

There are more fools than knaves in the world, else
the knaves would not have enough to live upon.

This age will make a pretty Farce for the next, if it
have any Wit at all to make use of it.

William Penn's Some Fmits of Solitude, in Reflections
and Maxims, which was published anonymously in 1693,
with the More Fruits of Solitude published in 1718, are
collections of aphoristic sayings which enjoyed immense
popularity in their time, and which Robert Louis Steven-
son rediscovered and cherished with a peculiar enthusiasm.
The ground for this enthusiasm is somewhat difficult to
understand, as the reflections of the good Quaker show
no great profundity of observation or subtlety of thought.
Penn seems, however, to have studied La Rochefoucauld's
maxims, and to have learned from him a certain neatness